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It’s Not Hard, But It Ain’t Easy  
 
I’m willing because I have nothing to lose.  The End. 
 
Oh okay, I’ll elaborate. 
 
I am willing to turn my will and my life over to the care of God as I understand Him because I 
pretty much lost everything else – money, clothes, dignity, sanity, loved ones, and trust to name 
a few – and I have nothing else to lose.  Well, maybe I should mention that I do, in fact, have 
something left to lose after all – my life.   
 
Let’s face it – my HP gave me the ability to live.  What more could I really ask for?  I mean, why 
should I throw my life away into the hungry throes of food addiction and compulsive overeating?  
I’ll be the first to admit it: life is like a box of … um, restricted sweets … or, life isn’t like a bowl of 
… err, fresh fruit (note to self: find analogies that don’t involve food next time). 
 
Now, before I go completely off track, let’s go back to how this all started.  My HP has always 
been there for me, although it has taken me some twenty years to put two and two together to 
equate four and not 25.  Before OA, it was all about me – getting to any amount of food as much 
as possible was my ultimate goal.  As a teenager, my growth spurts hid my weight – that plus 
other “incentives”, like being surrounded by other compulsive overeaters in my family and lack of 
self-esteem, for example – gave me leverage to eat more.  Who’s going to know?  God won’t 
say anything (at least that’s what I thought).  God bailed me out of trouble before, so I shouldn’t 
worry.  By the time I entered my twenties; I stopped growing vertically but continued to grow 
horizontally.  At that point, God wasn’t bailing me out anymore, so I started shunning Him. 
 
Add to the weight gain (and loss, and regain, and again loss, and re-regain, etc.), I made some 
choices in the name of Idiocy.  If I ever wanted to not like God, this was the time.  How could he 
do this to me?  So, I replaced God with Burger King and Dairy Queen – the Fast Food Gods.  
However, like some other organized religions, being a “believer” was becoming a bit expensive, 
but I didn’t care – it took the pain away.  Well, at least it took the pain away for about 45 minutes.  
I would share my sob story to people of how I was broke, but somehow “miraculously” found 
some extra money to give to the Fast Food Gods for my temporary pleasure.  And the worst 
thing was I couldn’t stop.  Because of the stupid choices I had done, I was dead sure my HP 
wouldn’t want me after all I had put him through.  I felt the life I chose to lead was justifiable 
punishment for my previous actions. 
 
Let’s fast forward to being in OA and discovering about a HP of my understanding.  You want to 
talk about opening the flood gates and letting His love wash away the chips off my shoulder – 
like immediately dropping your suitcases from each hand in the presence of a long lost loved 
one after being away from home for so many years – had “Reunited” written all over it.  It gave 
me such feelings of pure love, hope, and faith, that I was overcome by my emotions.  I got more 
just out of the reestablishment of my HP in my life than all the money I spent worshipping the 
Fast Food Gods in the past years.  I didn’t want to lose my HP and the feelings He gave back to 
me.  Ever.  Again.  So, I have to make another correction here:  I am willing to turn my will and 
my life over to the care of God as I understand Him, because if I am not, I will lose Him and in 
turn lose my life. 
 
Okay, so I just realized I was supposed to explain how I work Step 3 on the daily.  Oops.  This is 
a great time for Writer’s Block to finally set in.  I do pray in the morning; I do pray in the evening.  
I do give thanks to my HP for all the things established in my life today.  I mean, He deserves the 
credit, not me!  He even helped me (or I even helped Him?) write this article! 
 
In closing, if there’s anything you can take with you from my scribbles, let it be this:  reminders 
are always a good reason to keep you willing.  I’m reminded, every day, of what my life was like 
before OA and my HP being a part of my life – just by looking in the mirror and seeing the 
person on the other side that has so much to be grateful for.  To continue my feelings of love, 
hope, and faith, I’m willing to keep that person on the other side of the mirror grateful by turning 
over everything – my looks, my thoughts, my feelings , just about all of those “my” possessions – 
to God.  Now that’s something I can not afford to lose.  Looks like I’ve got a lot to be willing for 
after all.  The End.   
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